Despatches from Finland

HELSINKI, January jth, 1940

I

ARRIVED in Finland on Thursday evening, thanks
to what I still think was a miracle of navigation on the
part of the pilot who brought our plane in from Stock-
holm. I'd been told to turn up at the Airline bus station
in Stockholm at 8.15 in the morning, but when I got
there they told me that the plane which should have been
leaving at 9 o'clock wasn't going to leave until the
afternoon, and they said I must be back at i o'clock.

The reason for the delay was that the Russians had been
bombing that coast of Finland every day for some time
now, but in spite of this the plane goes every day, though
it generally arranges to arrive after dark. Anyway, I
wandered about Stockholm in the meantime, and turned
up at the bus station at i o'clock, and off we went to
the aerodrome.

We hung around there for some time while we went
through the various formalities, and finally set off in a
Finnish plane. The sun was just beginning to set as we
took off on a north-easterly course over Sweden. It was
a beautiful, still, clear evening, and it seemed ridiculous
to think that one might be getting shot at within the next
couple of hours or so. But the possibility was there, and
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